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round and just succeeded in dodging the drove: they
poured past and halted a little way off. Not realising that,
agitated and frightened by the thunder, they had galloped
to him because of his shout, Mishka called again even more
loudly:
"Stop!  Now!"
Again in the darkness he heard the thunderous roar of
hoofs galloping towards him. In his terror he struck his
mare between the eyes with his whip, but he was too late :
one of the frantic horses crashed against his animal's croup
with its breast, and he flew out of the saddle as though flung
from a sling. He was saved from death by a miracle ; the
main body of the drove tore more to the right of him, and
only one mare caught his right arm with her hoof. He rose
and cautiously moved away, keeping as silent as possible*
He heard the drove a little way off awaiting his cry, ready to
dash again towards him at a furious gallop, and he heard the
characteristic snort of the stallion.
He did not reach the hut until dawn.